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DE SPAIN PERSISTS IN HIS EFFORTS TO MAKE FRIENDS
WITH NAN MORGAN—HE FALLS INTO A TRAP LAID
BY THE GANG AND FACES IMMEDIATE DEATH

tle rostlers and gunmen,

tures.

The region around Sleepy Cat,a railroad division town in the
Rocky Mountain mining country, Is Infested with stage robbers, eat-
0 The worst of these belong to the Morgan
gang, whose hang-out is in Morgan gap, a fertile valley about 20 miles
from Hleepy Caf, and near Calabasas, a point where the horses are
changed on the stige line from the Thief River mines to the raflroad.
Jeffries, superintendent of the Mountain division, decides to brenk up
the depredntions of the bad men and appoints Henry de Spain general
manager of the stage line, with John LeFevre and Bob Scott, an In-
dlan, ns his assistunts, They make Calabasas their headquarters.
Trouble starts at once. The principal bad men are Sassoon, Logan;
Deaf Sandusky and Gale Morgan.
ten with pretty Nan Morgan, Gale's cousin, but she Ignores his over-
When this installment opens De Spain and his aids ara try-
ing to plck a fight with Logan and Sandusky In a gambling house.

De Spain foolishly becomes smit-

CHAPTER VIiI—Continued.
—G—

Logan pushed back his chalr, As he
turned his legs from under the table
to rige, a hand rested on his shoulder.
He looked unp and saw the brown
fuce and feehle smile of Scott. Logan
with his nenrest foot kicked Sandusky.
The big fellow looked up and around.
Either by chance or In following the
sound of the Inst volee, his glance fel!
on De Spain. He scrutinlzed for uo
suspicious Instant the burning eyes and
the red mark low on the cheek, While
he did so—comprehension dawning on
him—hls enormous hands, forsaking
the plle of chips with which both had
been for A moment busy, flattened out,
palms down, on the faro table. Logan
tried to rise, Scott’s hand rested heav-
fly on him. “What's the row?" de-
manded Sandusky in the gqueer tone
of & deaf man. Logan pointed at De
Bpain. *“That Medicine Bend duck
wants a fight,”

“With a man, Logan; not with a
cub,” retorted De Spain, matching in-
sult with insult,

“Muybe I can do something for you,”
Interrupted Sandusky. His eyves ran
like o flush around the table, He saw
how Lefever had pre-empted the best
place in the room, He looked up and
back at the man standing now at his
shoulder, and almost between Logan
and himself. It was the Indlan, Scott.

Bandusky felt, as his facolties cleared |

enil arranged themselves every in-
stunt, that there was no hurry what-
about lfting his hand: but bhe
enttld not he foced down without a
resistance, and he concluded
that for this occasion his tongue was
the hest weapon, “If T can,” he added
stltlly, “I'm at your service.”

De Spauin made no apswer beyond
keeping his eyes on Sandusky’s eyes.
Tenison, overhearing the last words,
awoke to the situation and rose from
his case. He made his way through
the crowd around the disputants and
brusquely diveeted the dealer to close
the grnme, While Sandusky was cash-
ing in, Tenlson took Logan nside, What
Tenlson suld was not audible, but it
sufficed to gulet the little fellow. The
ouly thing further to be settled was as
to who should lenve the room last,
Eince neither party was willing to g0
firse.  Tenison, after a formal con-
ferenee with Lefever and Logan, of-
fored to take Sandusky and Logan by
h private stairway to the billiard room,
while Lefever took De Spuin anid Sceott
nurt by wny of the main entrance. Tlis
wne arentged, and when the rallroad
e reached the street rain bad ceased
Tilling

ever

shinw 0l

i warned De Spaln to keep with-
and Dwe Spain promised to do

But when they left him he siurt-
ed out ut once to sée whether lie could

likppy chance, encounter
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CHAPTER VIIL
A Cup of Coffee.

Fe was willing., after a loog and
hiwstlesy nrcil, to confess to Limself
thyt e would rather see Naon Morgan
for oue mioute than a1l women else in
the world for g lifetim The other

lnvidents of the evening would have

sIvVen Ny

for reflection—indecd they did force
Dv Spuln to renlize that his life would
hang by & slender thread while he
remulned ot Sleepy Cat and continued
to brave the rulers of the sinks.

But this dapger, which after all was
a portion of his responsibility In free-
ing his stages from the depredations
of the Calabases gang, falled to muke
on him the moving impression of one
moment of Nan Morgan's eyes. There
%48 In the whole world nothing he
wanted to do so much as In some way
to plense her—yet it seemed his il
fnew to get contlnually deeper into
her bad graces, Bvery day that hie rode
ecross the open country, his eyes
turned to the far range and to Music
mountain.  The rounded, distant, Im-
mutable peak—majestic as the sun,
cold ns the stars, shrouding In Its un-
kunown fastnesses the mysteries of the
ages and the secrets of time—mennt
to him now thus mountain girl whom
its sulitude sheltered nnd to whow his
thoughts contioually came back.

ordinary man enough food | [3

Within two weeks he beeame des-
perate, He rode the gap trafl from
Sleepy Cat again and again for miles
and miles in the effort to encounter
her. He came to know every ridge
and hollow on It, evéry patch and
stone between the lava beds und the
Rat river. And in spite of the coun-
sils of his associntes, who warned him
to beware of traps, he spent, under
one pretest or another, much of the
time either on the stages to and from
Culabnsas or In the saddle toward Mor-
gan's gap, looking for Nan.

Killing time in this way, after a
frultless ride, his persistence was one
day most unexpectedly rewarded. Ho
had ridden through a hot sun from
Sleepy Cat to Calnbasas, where he had
tn appoiontment to meet Scott and Le-
fever at five o'clock. When De Spain
reached the Calabasas barn, McAlpin,
the barn boss, was standing in the
doorway. "“You'd never be comin'
from Sleepy Cat in the saddle!"” ex-
clalmed MeAlpln Incredulously. De
Spuin nodded affirmatively as he dis-
mounted. “Hot ride, sir; a hot day,”
commanted McAlpin as he called a
man to tuke the horse, ungtrapped De
dpaln's cont from the saddle, and fol-
lowed the manager Into the office.

The heat was oppressive, and De
Spuin unbuckled his eartridge belt,
slipped his revolver from the holster,
mechanieally stuck it inside his tron-
sers waistband, hung the heavy belt
up under his coat, and, sitting down,
called for the stage report nnd asked
whether the new blacksmith had so-
bered up. When MecAlpin hed given
liim all minor Information called for,
De Spain walked with him out Into the
barn to Inspect the horses. Passing
the very last of the box-stally, the
manager saw In it n pony, He stopped.
This wiry, sleek-looking roan, con-
tentedly munching at the moment some
company hay, was Nan Morgun's,

“What's that borse doing here?” de-
manded De Spain coldly,

Before answering, the barn boss
eved De Spuain very carefully to see
how the wind wns setting, for the
pony’s presence confessed an Infrae-
tion of a very particalar rule, “You
see,” he begun, ecocking at his striet
hoss from below his visorless cap a
questioning Scotch eye, “I llke to keep
on good terms with that Morgan gang,
Some of them can be very ugly, That
little pony Is Nan Morgan's."

“What's her horse doing here?
usked De Spain

MeAlpin mude even the most incon-
sequential approaches to n statement

“Hot Day, Sir; Hot Ride.”

with a keen and questioning glunce.
“The girl went up to the Oat on the
early stuge, sir, She's coming back
this afternoon.”

“What is she riding away over here
to Calabasas for to take the stage, in-
stead of riding straight Into Sleepy
Cat?

Onece moré McAlpin eyed him care-
fully. “The girl's been sick,”
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(nis HUfe to Induce Nan to accept any
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“She ain't really fit to ride
conflded the Scotch boss with
confidence, “But she’s been
two or three tlmes now to
medicine from Doe Torpy
way of it. There's a nice gle
in a bunch o' ruffians, I know—¢
old Duke, she lives with, he &
half-bad man except for too
cards, T used to work for him
I call her a nice girl, Do yon
to know her?”

De Spain had long been on gu
‘T've spoken with her In a business
way once or twice. I can't really say
I know her. Anything sick, Jim?"
asked De Spain, walking on n the
barn and looking at the horses. I was
only the second time since W{:ﬂ
given him the job that De Spain had
called the barn boss “Jim,” and MMc-
Alpin answered with the rising assur-
ance of one who realizes he is “in"
right. “Not se much as a sore hoof in
either alley, Mr, De Spaln. I try to
take care of them, sir.,”

“What are we paying you, Jim¥"

“Twenty-seven a week, sir; pretty
heavy work at that.” g

“We'll try to make it thirty-two after
this week.” ;

MecAlpin touched his eap. “Thank
you kindly, sir, I'm sure, It eomes
high to live out here, Mr. de Spain.

“What did you say,” asked De 8pain
indifferently, “had been the matter with
Nan Morgan?’ Her name seemed n
whole mouthful to speak, so fearful
wng he of betraying interest. g

“Why, I really’ didn't say, sir. And
I don’t know. But from what she says,
and the way she coughs, I'm thinking
it was a touch of this p-new-monin
that's golng around =0 much lately,
gir.”

His listener had already made all
arrangements to meet the oceasion now
presenting itself, Circumstances
seemed at last to favor him, and he
looked at his wateh. The down stage
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shine than it had lpoked in shadow;
and, true to its traditions, not a living
belng was anywhere to be seen. The
door of the office stood ajar, De Spain,

I 2 | pushing it all the way open, walked in,

No one greeted him as he crossed the
threshold, and the unsightly room was
gtill bare of furnishings except for the

ny | bar, with its two broken mirrors.

De Spain pounded on the bar, His
effort to attract attention met with no
response, He walked to the left end
of the bar, lifted the handrail that

S | incloged the space behind it, and

pushed open the door between the mir-
rors leading to the back room. This,
too, was empty. He called out—there
was no response. Mrs, MeAlpin had
apparently gone home for a while.
Irritated at the degertion of the
place, due, he afterward lenrned, to
the heat of the afternocon, and disap-
pointed at the frustration of his pur-
pose, he walked back to the office. As
he lifted tbe handraill and, passing
through, lowered it behind him, he
took out his watch to see how soon the
stage was due, While he held the time-
piece in his hand he heard a rapid
elatter of hoofs approaching the place,
Thioking it might be Scott and Lefe-
ver arriving from the south an hour
uhegd of time, he started towurd the
front door—which was still open—to
greet them. Outslde, hurried footsteps
reached the door just ahend of him

Uringing Nan bnck would be due in |
legs than an hour.

“Jim," he suld thoughtfully, *“sou
are doing the right thing in showing
soma good-will toward the Morgans.”

“Now, I'm glad you think that, sir |

“Y¥ou know I unintentionally rabbed |
their backs the wrong way In d
Basejon out” A cact

“They're jealous of thelr power,
know—very jealous.”

“Thls seems the chance to show that
I have no real anlmosity myself toward
the outfit,”

Since De Spaln was not looking at
him, MeAlpin cocked two keen and
curious eyes on the sphinxlike birth-
mark of the very amiable spealer’s
foce, However, the astute hoss, if he
wondered, made no comment.  “When
the stage comes in,” continued De
Spain quietly, “have the two grays—
Lady and Ben—hitched to my own
light wagon, I'll drive her over to the
oup myself.”

“The very thing,” exclalmed MeAl-
pin, staring and struggling with his
breath.

“In some way I've happened, both
times I talked with her, to get In
wrong—understand?* McAlpin, with
clearing wits, nodded more than once.
“No fault of mine; it just happened
s0. And she may not at first take
kindly to the ldea of golng with me

"I see,”

“But she ought to do it. She will
be tired—it's a long, dusty ride for a
well woman, let alone one that has
been 11"

“So it 14, so it I1s!"

De Spain looked now shamelessly at
his ready-wittad ald. “See that her
pony is lame when she gets here—
can't be pdden. But you'll take good
care of him and send him home in
a few dnys—get It?”

MecAlpin half closed his eyes, “Hell
be so lume It would stagger a cowboy
to back him ten feet—and never be
hurt a mite, neither. Trust me!”

“If she Insists on riding something,
or even walking home," continued De
Spaln dublously, for he felt instine-
tively that he ghould have the task of

HEZing

kind of a peace-offering, “I'll ride or

walk with her anyway, Can you sleep

me here tonight, on the hay?"
"Sleep you on a halr mattress, sir,

didn’t you know that?”

With arrangements so begun, De
Spain walked out of deors and looked
reflectively up the Sleepy Cat roa.
One further refinement In his appeal
for Nan's favor suggested itself, Bhe
would be hungry, possibly faint ln the
heat und dust, when ghe arrived, He
returned to Mealpin: “Where can 1
get a good cup of coffeo when the
stage comes In?"

“Go right down to the lon, sir, It's
n new chap runniug it—a half-witted
man from Texas, My wife |g cooking
there off and on. She'll fix you up o
sandwich and a cup of good coffee.

It wug four o'clock, and the sun beat
fiercely on the desert. De Spaln walked
deryn to the Inn unmindful of the heat,
In summer tig, with his soft-hipt col-
lar turned ander, lLis forearms
nnd his thoughts eogaged, he made hi
way rapblly on, looklng nelther to the
right nor the left, |

As he npproached the wenther-beaten

i

He Called Out—There Was No Re-
sponse,

and a large man, stepplng quickly into
the room, confronted De Spaln. One
of the man's hands rested lightly on
his right slde. De Spaln recognized
him Instantly; the small, drooping
head, earrled well forward, the keen
eyes, the loud-patterned, shabby waist-
cont proclaimed beyond doubt—Deaf
Sandusky.

CHAPTER IX.

The Glass Button,

Hven as the big fellow stepped Hght-
Iy just Inside and to the left—as De
Spain stood—of the door and faced
him, the encounter seemed to De Spain
accidental. But before he could speak,
a second man appeared In the door-
way, and this man appeared to be jok-
Ing with a third, behind him, As the
second man erossed the threshold, De
Spain  saw  Sandusky’s high-volced
little fighting crony, Logan, who now
mude way, a8 he stepped within to the
right of the open door, for the swing-
ing shoulders and rolling stride of
Gale Morgan,

Morgnn, eylng De Spain with Inso-
lenece, n8 was his wont, closed the door
bebind him with a bang, 'Then he
backed his powerful frame slgnificant-
ly against It

A blind man could have seen the
completeness of the snare. An unplens-
ant feeling flushed across De Spain's
perceptlon. It was only for the im-
measurable purt of a second—while
uncertainty was resolving itself into a
rapid certainty. When Gale Morgnn
stepped into the room on the heels
of his two Calnbasas friends, De Spain
would have sold for less than a cup
of colfee all his chances for life, Ney-
ertheless, before Morgan had set his
back fairly aguinst the door and the
trap was sprung, De Spaln had
mapped his fight,

He did not retreat from where he
halted at the instant Sandusky entered,
His one slender chance was to hug to
the men that meant to kill him, Mor-
gan, the nearest, he esteemed the least
dangerous of the three; but to think
to escape both Sandusky und Logan
at close quarters was, he knew, more
than ought to be hoped for.

Whie Morgan was closing the door,
De Spaln smiled at his visitors: “That
Isn't necessary, Morgnn—I'm not ready
to run” Morgan only continmed to
Stare at him, “I need hardly ask”
added De Spaln, “whather you fellows
have business with ne?"

He looke! to Sandueky for a reply ;

e U Juoke! no more lnvifine %
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falsetto: “No. We don't happen to
have business that I know of. A
friend of ours may have a little, may-
bel”™ Logan, lifting his shoulders with
his laugh, looked toward his compan-
long for an answer to his joke.

De Spain’s smile appeared unruffled
*You'll help him transact it, I sup-
m?n

Logan, looking agunin toward Sane

dusky, grinned: “He won't need any

help.”

“Whe I8 your friend?"” demanded De
Spain pec?aaturedly. Logan's glance
misled him, {t did not refer to San-
dusky, And even as he nsked the ques-
tlon De Spain heard turough the half-
open window at the end of the bar
the sound of hoofs. Hoping against
hope for Lefever, the Interruption
c¢heered him. It certainly did not seem
that his situntion eould be made worse,

“Well," answered Logan, talking
again to his gallery of cronies, “we've
got two or three friends that want to
see you. They're waiting outside ta
see what you'll look like in about five
minutes—ain't they, Gale?"

Someone wns moving within the rear
room. De Spain felt hope in every
footfall he heard, and the mention of
Morgan’s name cleared his plan of
battle. Before Gale, with an oath,
could blurt out his answer, De Spain
had resolved to fight where he stood,
taking Logan first and Morgan as he
should jump in between the two. It
was at the best a hopeless venture
apalnst Sandusky's first shot, which
De Spain knew was almost sure to
reach a vital spot. But desperate men
cannot be choosers,

“There’s no time for seeing me like
the present,” declared De Spain, ignor-
ing Morgan and addressing his words
to Logan. “Bring your friends in.
What are you complaining about, Mor
gon?" he ssked, resenting the stream
of abuse that Gale burled at him when-
ever he cculd get a word in. *I hnd
my torn at you with a rifle the other
doy. You've got yon turn now, And
I call it a pretty soft one, too—don't
you, Sandusky?" he demanded sud-
denly of the big fellow.

Sandusky alone through the talk had
kept an unbroken silence. He wnas
edting up De Spaln with his eyes, and
De Spain-not anl e-him
speak, but wns resolved to muke him,
Sundusky had stood motlonless from
the lnstant he entered the room. His
eyes rested Intently on De Spaln, and
at his side the long fingers of his right
hand beat a soft tattoo agalnst his
pistol holster. De Spain's question
seemed to arouse him. *“What's your
name?" he demanded bluntly. Fis
volce was heavy and his denfness was
reflected in the strained tone.

“It's on the butt of my gws, San
dusky.” :

“What's that he says? demanded
the man known as the buteher, asking
the question of Logan, but without
taking his eyes off his shifty prey.

Logan raised his voice to repeat the
words and to add a ribald comment.

“You muke n good deal of nolse”
muttered Sandusky, spesking again ta
De Spain.

“That ought mnot to bother yod
much, Sundusky,” shouted De Spain,
trying to win u smile from his tacls
turn antagonist.

“His mnoise won't bather anybody
mmuch longer,” put in Logan, whose res
torts overflowed at every Interval, But
there was no smile even hinted nt 1o
the uncompromising vigllauce of San-
dusky's expressionless face. De Spain
discounted the next few minutes fa=
enough to feel that Sandusky's first
shot would mean death to him, even if
he could return It.

“I'll tell you, De Spain,” continued
Logan, “we're going to have n drink
with you. Then we're golng to prpeTa
you for going back where you come
from—with nice flowers.”

“I guess yon thought you could come
out here and run over everybody in the
Spanish sinks,” Interposed Morgan,
with every oath he could summon to
lond his words,

“Keep out, Morgan,” exclalmed Lo-
gan testily, *“T'll do tals talking” .

De Spain continued to banter. “Gene
tlemen," he sald, addressing the three
together and realizing that every mao-
ment wasted before the shooting added
4 grain of hope, *I am ready to drink
when you are

“He's ready to drink, Tom,” roared
Morgan In the denf man's ear,

“I'm ready,” announced Sandusky 1n
hollow volece,

Do you believe that De Spain
could wave his life by surrender
ing to the gangsters and offer-
ing to get out of the neighbor-
hood if they spared him? Would
you do it in these circumstances?

_{TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Mrs. Youngwife—"My husband is &
very Influentinl man In polities®
Friend—"You don't say!” Mra. Yonnge
wife—"Yes, George has voted In twe
presidential elections, and both timey
it hns gone the way George voled."~
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[ 8ave Your Mairl Get a 25 Cent Bottle

of Danderine Right Now—Also
Stops Itching Scalp.

Thin, brittle, colorless and scraggy
oair 18 mute evidence of a neglected
scalp; of dandruff—that awful scurf,

There Is nothing so destructive to
the hair as dandruff. It robs the hair
of Its luster, Its strength and Its very
life; eventually producing a feverish-
ness and Itching of the scalp, which
If not remedled causes the halr roots
to skrink, loosen and dle—then the
halr falls out fast, A lttle Danderine
tonight—now—uny time—wlill surely
save your hafr,

Get a 25 cent bottle of Knowlton's
Danderlne from any store, and after
the first application your hair will
take on that life, luster and luxuriance
which 18 so beautiful. It will becoms
wavy and fluffy nand have the appear
ance of abundatce; an incomparable
gloss and softness, but what will
please you most will be after just a
few weeks' use, when you will actual-
ly see a lot of fine, downy halr—new
“halr—growing all over the scalp. Adv,

. Probably Not. “

“The clock Is striking twelve,” sald
the Impassioned sultor. “Oh, that 1
might turn back the hands of time for
one hour "

“You might be able to do that, Al-
gernon,” sald the beauteous mald, “but
father will be coming downstalrs soon
and I'm afrald you couldn't turn him
back."—Birmingham Age-Herald.

When a man proposes he doesn't
geem to realize that It may result In
his losing control.

The finest harbor In the world 1s
sald to be that of Rlo de Junelro,
Brazil
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FOR TORPID LIVER.

A torpid liver deran the whole
nyﬂm.m;wducu‘u

SICK HEADACHE, .
Dyepepsia, Costiveness, Rheu-

o atism, Sallow Skin and Piles.
There is no better nmedg' for these
common diseases than . TUTT'S
LIVER PILLS, as a trial will prove.

Take No Substitute.

BSORBINE
TRADE MARN REGALS BAT. OFF
will reduce intlamed, swollen
Joints, Sprains, Bruises, Goft
| Bunches; Heals Bolls,* Poll
Evil, Quittor, Fistula and
infected sores qu

ng it is a positive antiseptic
and germicide. m!lmnntu
o ey e
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